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Autumn 


Haphazardly- 
Yellowing autumn leaves [te 


fallen on the floor 


Hestia 


The blood of black-berry 
Wine 
Is a libation 
My lips have thirsted — 
To remember 


Preces of Autumn 


| picked a handful of Fall today 
Berries red, golden bright 
Leaves falling, ashen cedar 

A touch of laughter, lonely light 


| picked a handful of Fall today 
And forgot how the world still turns 
For Winter will come another day 
But now | will bathe 

In the golden light of russet fey 


Today | picked a handful of Fall 

And left all the pieces where | stepped 
Reminding others that Summer is gone 
And Spring will only come if 

Darkness will give up his bride, his pawn 


Because | picked a handful of Fall today 
And finally lost myself in the pure joy 

Of finally, finally 

Falling completely away 


Pletades 


| am searching for the seventh star 
which fell from heaven 


| am looking for a story that is 
yet untold 


| am yearning for an answer that cannot 
be given 


Only understood 


Show me, Old Storyteller 
Where does my fable end? 


| discover your threads woven in 
hints and flutters | 
Mere starlight in a deep canvas of dark 


Where does this fable end, Storyteller? 


| must find the seventh star 


Post Secret #7 


| found your notebook today. 
You should be more careful. 
| almost fell in love with you. 
There is nothing more attractive 
than someone leaving their thoughts 
lying around for me to read. 


Broken Sword 


| am the Fallen Seraphim 

| have known the face of God 

| have joined the ranks of warriors 
Drawing sword where once was only flame 


| have cut the throats of Demons 
Roaring triumphant in their wake 
White wings stained red 
For my God 
For my beloved 


lam the Angel of Fire 
llluminating souls 
Dreaming themselves toward Home 


But when Lucifer fell 

And the beauty left 

| wept 

For whom do | draw my sword 

For what does my flame burn bright 
So easily cast away 


| have known the bitterness 
Of indifference 

For how much is one worth 
With legions of loyal others 


| fell 
lam Falling 
Far away from my beloved 


Now my blood stained wings are black 
And my flame once light now dark 


| am the Fallen Seraphim 
10 God does not want me 


Souls do not need me 
Lucifer remembers me not 


My sword is broken 
lam alone 
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iz 


C indy 


Her old face held countless stereotypes 
Deep red skin © 

High cheekbones 

Sloping forehead 

Salt-and-pepper hair in two braids 

with sun-lightened red mixed in 


she wore matching silver bracelets set with amazing 
pieces of turquoise 

Rings adorned rough square hands 

Another piece of turquoise winked at me from her right 
middle finger 

and | swear that lizard curled its tail 


Ochre stones swung from her ears, 

catching the light 

Her petal-pushers were cheerfully embroidered 
and her t-shirt proclaimed the newly opened 
“National Museum of the American Indian” 


| remembered her 

And | knew she would look at me thoughtfully 
with her ageless umber eyes 

and say in a voice, 

low and husky like the wind, 


“ lankawaanee you are too impatient!” 
and shake her heavy head 


As we left, | helped her put on a camouflage backpack 
she wordlessly and expectantly held out to me 


Respectfully | rushed to obey 
| read the bright yellow letters on her bag as she walked 
away 


“You Don’t Know Me: U.S. Witness Protection Program” 
and | thought 


But | do know you, Teacher 
| could never forget you 
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Nicotine 
On week two, day six 
_ | got drunk in Florence 
and said | love you. 


The experts say it only takes twenty-one days to form a 
habit. 
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Legend 


| fell from a star-fire 
And hit the Earth hard 


Just a pile of dark grey ash 
On hard red clay 


The Sky, he wept warm tears for me 
And the Wind Sisters used their fingers and fashioned 
me for flight 


The Tigers gave me their claws for my talons 
And Sunset painted my feathers with orange, yellow 
and red 


Lightning carved my path out of the air 
Thunder taught me how to rumble and sing 


On Earth, the People gave me the name of 
Phoenix 
And through their belief thus was | ordained 


During my time 
| brought light to the world 
Pulling back the blankets of shadow 


Until one day 
When | was very old 
| looked up and suddenly missed the stars 


| circled once more over the wide blue seas 
And flew back into the heavens 


Within the splendor | discovered the brilliance 
Of pure existence 
And its beauty shook my soul to pieces 
15 


| died within the flames of glory 


| fell from a star-fire 
And hit the Earth hard 


Just a pile of dark grey ash 
On hard red clay 
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Moment 


| stood on the edge of the breakers 


Water as charcoal black as the sky overhead 


| quaked with the thrum of waves 
Shivered in response to the wild call 
| threw out my hands 

And sang the song closest to my lips 
When | first tasted the salt of the sea 


Like the salt of you 

When | am still tangled in your arms 
My breath coming in shallow pools 
Eyes liquid with unshed emotion 
The only distinction between 

Mile of white limb and white limb 

Is one made of gold 

The other of night 


| sing my song 

Foam caressing my ankles 

Rushing my thighs in playful pushes 
| close my eyes 

And wonder if 

This moment of silent joy 

Is from my lover 

Or the ocean 

And if there was ever any difference 
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Summer 


Summer not yet gone 
Wading for water Lilies 


for one perfect gift 


Sacrifice 


The morning after 

when he was gone 

and she finally stood up © 

there were jewels strewn upon the bed: 
Emeralds, when her eyes had wept 
A Sapphire, when his did not 
Two pink Opals, for the blush on her 
cheeks 
And Diamonds for the look in her eyes 
A Topaz for a strand of hair he left on 
the pillow | 
And one glorious Ruby, in the middle 
where they had lain 

That summer 

her face was granite 

and she always sat with her legs 

tightly crossed | 

wishing away the aching dull 

of a milestone too quickly passed 
First, she gave the Emeralds to her 
mother for safe-keeping 
and tossed the Sapphire out to sea 
Her young sister made earrings of the 
Opals and wore them night and day 
The Topaz was dropped in the desert 
and forgotten 
But the Diamonds 
she put in her eyes once more 
and across her hips 
so she twinkled when she swayed 
She took the Ruby 
and painted her lips with a brilliant 
smile 
then with the sheets from her bed 
burned them all together 

Three summers later 19 


lolling lazily in the sun 

knees knocking together playfully 
she would laugh and say 
“Cherries? How crass! 

Mine was a ruby 

and | sold it to the highest bidder.” 
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Bent 


There is a crooked man 
within a crooked house, 
with his crooked thoughts 
and little crooked mouse. 


He has a yellow belly 
and very yellow teeth. 
In a yellow chair he sits, 
hiding in the heath. 


Everyday | see him 
walking to his house, 
rocking to and fro, 
with his little mouse. 


Then one day he disappeared, 
never seen again. 

His crooked house is all alone, 
and all that’s bent within. 


24 


Wichita Falls 


| thought | Knew my parents 
Until 


| saw them dance in the middle of Wal-Mart 
To an Elvis Impersonator 


22 


Post Secret #52 


| love the sound of your buckle 
when it slides through my fingers 
and your belt hits the floor. 
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Rum and Coke 


On the rock 
she sat 

silent laughter shaking smooth shoulders 

copper hair wound back 

into a semi-proper bun 

now in struggling strings around her face 
dark eyes bright 

slender fingers clasped 


On the rock 
she spoke 
of how she wanted to be a sunflower 
“Sunflowers weren’t named after the sun because of 
of their shape you know” 
childlike lips pursed into a perfect thoughtful pout 


“They’re called sunflowers because they always 
face the sun. They always look for the light.” 


On the rock 


she sighed 
and | wondered why she couldn’t say this sober 
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Never-Never Land 


| found Never-Never Land 
Second star to the right 
And a long way ‘til morning 


| live in a tree house 

With creaky stairs, 

Walls that echo muffled laughter, 

And dusty books that litter the floor and hall 


Some of the children 

Play pipes, or strings, or sing 

With the larks come Dawn 

Or draw our pictures with crayola splashes 


We live love and learn here. 


Poetic, is it not? This place? 
Forever a child. 


| run barefoot until someone tells me not to 
And make poor, unwary, watchers wonder 

When | slingshot golden coins at their feet 

From my hole in the wall 


We drink each night 

Mulled elderberry wine 

Rolling the fruit on our tongues 
Squishing them in our fists 
Painting ourselves with color 


Our tree 

Overlooks 

A bowl full of fallen stars that light up 
Every time the sleepy Sun rests 

And then we run naked through 

The glistening expanse 
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Playing tag with the shy Moon 
And pulling her tail 


We curl together like kittens, 
Sleeping pups, 

Grasping softly for friendly hands, 
Tasting lips just to taste 


Perfect, is it not? This Paradise? 
Always, always awake. 


My Faery Land 

Well beyond the mists, 

Made of gold inlay and green 

Can be found second star to the right 
And a brush of fingertips away 


And when someone stops and asks 
“Child why are you crying?” 


| say “I have a tear for every happy thought. 
And | am weeping.” 
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Picture 


So impossibly green 
Rampant emerald bright 


How the sight restores 
My faith 
In the renewal of all things 


Too long has my gaze 
Seen brown, 
Falling leaves and decaying flesh 


No wick beneath the stalk 
To a light a candle 
Upon 


A brilliant green 
Plays inside my mind 
And a sigh escapes my lips 


| wipe the mud from my knees 
And stand 
For the first time in a long while 


2/ 


Bones 


A wise woman said 
Everything melts away 
Except your lily-white bones 
Thats all you need 


Good 


Because my bones are thick 
And strong 

some are long, 

They have never failed me 


Mine aren’t lily-white 

Bird bones 

| have Amazon cream bones 
lvory strong bones 


If my bones were laid out to dry 
In the sun 

They would taste of 

Vanilla, cinnamon 

And peppermint sticks 


They would melt 

In your hand 

Not in your mouth 
Because in my bones 
Is sweetness 

Beside the strength 


And 
When the world melts away 
| will be a pile of 
Beautiful old bones 
Unbroken 

28 Andsmiling in the sun 


Duende 


| want to sing 


| want to dig my toes deep into the earth 
And summon something magnificent 


When everything aligns 
The body becomes 
An instrument of the universe 


An outpouring of sound and vibration 
Floor to heart to ceiling 


| want to sing 


Be the vessel between your ears 
And the heartbeat of God 


| want to dig hard 
And summon something old and ancient 


Be the throat for the all shattering wail 
That cries out 
Heralding the passing seasons and the ocean tides 


The single quantum note 
Explaining man and beast and bird 


| need to sing 
Like I need to breathe 
And to love 


| have to sing 
To know that | am alive 
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C. rayola 


The color wasn’t 

Pink 

A delicate, rose-petal punch; 
lt was tougher 

Stronger. 


But it wasn’t 

Orange 

Like tangelos and tigers; 

It was more evasive and soft. 


The color wasn’t 

Yellow, 

Like Lemony Snicketts and stories; 
It was too heavy 

And human for that. 


The color was 

Flesh 

Caught somewhere in the middle. 
A color Crayola no longer makes... 
The reason | no longer 

Color. 
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Winter 


New buds emergin 
Old winter winds play wee the 
dead cherry tree blooms 


Midn igh t Witch 


| want the Crone 

To fetch me when | die 
| want to meet the bitch 
who cut my thread 


Do not send a quivering Maid 
unversed in Death as a 
virgin’s wedding night 


Do not send a Mother 
bursting with painful life 
so quickly stole away 


| want a Hag hovering for 
my last breath 

cackling and groaning 
with gleaming eyes 

and yellowed teeth 


Have her mount me like 
Satan’s personal whore 
and ride out my spirit 

to the last rattling cough 


Send the Midnight Witch 


to me 
for | will not come easily 
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the Red Cross 
(Haibun) 


The sign says, “Heroes welcome! Saving Lives 
Everyday.” | lay back in the plastic recliner, relaxed, and 
humming along to the music. The needle slides in easi- 
ly, as the Red Cross worker gives me a sympathetic 
smile at my cringe. He is waiting to get into medical 
school. He wants to be a pediatrician. | watch my blood 
flow down in to the bag below. “I used to want to be a 
pediatrician” | tell him. “But now | write poetry instead.” 
“Why did you quit?” he asks, as he checks my pulse. 
“Because no one ever died from a really good poem.” 
The pint bag is full. The needle slides out quickly. He 
cleans my arm and asks me what color bandage | want. 
“You'd look good in blue” he says. 

| ask for the red. 


Giving away blood... 


So many people walking 
Around with my life. 
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Winter at 5:55 pm 
| Know the Sky wears a necklace 
because | saw the diamonds through the tree 
as she picked up her 


tangerine and crimson gown 


trailing in the horizon. 


‘Rainy Day 


it rained the night | left 

as if my tears were preconceived 
washing away any trace of 

my handprints on the wall 

my stars on the ceiling 

my laughter in the hallway 


nothing is left now 
but an empty room 
waiting for someone else 
to leave their mark 
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Post Secret #25 


When | go to sleep 
sometimes | wish my nightmares were real, 
so | won’t feel stupid about still 
being afraid of the dark. 


Winter Palace 


the Winter Palace 

is cold and beautiful 
lonely 

a place no man should be 


| chased a shadow 

over the slick, icy bridge 

| passed the orchard of glass 

the moon hung low and pale 

as shapeless as a weeping woman 
it cast its sickly light on the trees 


they danced grotesquely 
like broken china dolls 
all their paint smudged 
broken innocence on 
marionette strings 


| chased the shadow 

up to the foggy door of the Winter Palace 
but it would not open 

| heard the Wise Man 

lived there 

| only wanted to ask him 

Why? 


Why can | see people through the snow 
but not touch them? 

Why can | reach the tip of love 

but never completely fall? 

Why are my hands always, always 
cold’? 


| wandered back through the darkness 
my feet crunched on the frozen ground 
living spider-webs lined my wake 
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my jagged breath hung in the air 
mocking me 


| could see others trudge toward 
the door of the Winter Palace 

all turned away 

it is a place no man should be 


my breath caught 

icy hold on my tongue 
| cried out to the stars 
but they laughed 

and twinkled coldly 


| fell 

crawled through the ice and snow 

this world is supposed to be mine 

but it is stagnant in the Season of Death 


| gave up hope of ever feeling anything 


again 

like fire... 

of touching anything 
but shadows 


| lost hope completely 

and slowly 

my body froze to the ground 

the lost expression on my face 

as cold as a winter storm 

my lips 

my fingers 

my hair 

icicles on a body that had become 
the snow with which it was surrounded 
just another stepping stone 

on the bridge to the 

Winter Palace 


eons passed 

and there | lay 

hundreds, thousands 

walked over me to the Winter Palace 
through the glass forest 

of broken dolls 

and over the slick bridge of ice 


| did not move 

could not move 

tears unshed 

froze in my throat 

What would be the point anyway, 
when we will all be scattered 

on the stardust of tomorrow? 


all of us 

the frozen dancers 

searching for the Wise Man 

who is not home | 

and as | lay there 

the Season of Death spread 

the ice crept along through the mists 

covering the lands of Summer, Spring and Fall 
there was nothing left 


and all the leaves froze 
mid-fall 

and all the lovers froze 
mid-kiss 

the whole world froze 
mid-heartbeat 

and silence prevailed 
cold, cold quiet 


and in this quiet 

the door to the 

Winter Palace opened 39 
and the Wise Man stepped out 
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yawned 
his bored eyes roamed over the lands 


he saw us failing to reach out 
he saw us forget the stars 

he saw us sleeping and frozen 
shrugged 

and turned to leave 


tears burst like flakes from 

my frozen eyes 

warm tears 

live tears © 

and | cried out 

my heart swelled and broke 

and swelled again 

an anger, hot and boiling, spilled out 


He kept walking back toward 

the Winter Palace 

the place where no man wanted to be 
but a place no man could deny 


| ripped my broken, awkward limbs 

from the ground | 

painfully begging my jagged arms to move 
crawled over the frozen dancers 

to the Wise Man in his white robe 


Why do you turn your back Old Man? » 

| wept 

Why did you turn us all into people of ice? 
Why were you gone from us for so long? 


He turned his blue eyes to me 
they neither began nor finished 
and He said, 


| am the child of your imagination 


the mirror in which you refuse to look 

| am cold because you are cold 

| am indifferent because of your indifference 

| will neither touch nor truly see you 

because you neither touch nor truly see each other 
What does this matter 

when all things fall away on the stardust of jemenow? 


His blue eyes left me 

a sweep of long white hair and robe 
and | was alone 

on the steps of the Winter Palace 
once more 


~ 


and in the snow | knelt 

in the snow | wept 

sobs wracked my body 

and when | thought | had no more tears to cry 
more came 

flooding my face 

and melting the snow around me 

the water trickled over the steps 

and towards the door of the 

Winter Palace 


my tears melted the base of the door 


and soon 
the foggy expanse was dripping over 
my hair 


| gazed inside the Palace 
tears scoring my face 
amazed at what | saw 

rolling hills of green and gold 
a liquid blue sky twinkling with 
red, green, yellow stars 

and there in the middle 
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was the Wise Man 

kneeling 

holding his heavy head in hands 
and weeping 


and | remembered then what it meant 
to love in color 

without fear of grey 

| remembered what It was to be warm 
and not fear the burn 

| remembered what it was to touch 

and taste » 

| remembered what it was to remember 
and forgot all the questions 

| thought were important 


And | decided that Today 

is now Tomorrow 

and called the stars from their lofty places 
| called upon their music and song 

their warms notes passed over the world 
as | slingshot them across the lands 


the songs reverberated from the four corners 

and people rustled themselves from their cold sleep 
to listen 

to remember 

to hope 

and dream 

and cry 

and wake from their dying rest 


people rose from their places 

shaking warmth back into their limbs 

and yawning 

the sleeping world awoke 

and the Palace began to melt _ 

the frigid bridge creaked with life 

the frozen forest stopped its horrid dance 


the dolls began to sway 
the whole world hummed its song 


the stars flew back to their homes 
in the glistening cover 

and the Wise Man stepped away 
from where His 

Palace once stood 

and smiled 


| looked around 

and saw that some chose to stay asleep 
and there they are today 

frozen and beautiful 

indifferent | 

like the Winter Palace 


a place where no man wants to be 
but the inevitable destination 
if you chase the shadows 
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Azure 


| had a dream once, 

in between midnight and sunrise, 
of a tall man robed in blue 

with eyes of the deepest azure 


Not a word between us 
only the brush of our hands 
But in that instant | knew 
never again will | find someone who knows me 
so utterly 


| spent years of my youth sleeping- 
Hoping for one more moment with 
that stranger 

| never saw again 


My waking world has lost its color. 


Every river | pass, or summer sky | see 
reminds me of that man with eye of the 
clearest blue 

And | ask myself how you can long 

for something you never really had 
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The Prayer Beads 


the dead man clutched 
amber prayer beads 
desert sun blistering 
his still face 

and my brother 

all in green 

took the beads 

from him 

as a present for me 


he is not the same 
my brother 

half-deaf 

with half a soul now 
fighting in a war 
that has no meaning 


he is not the red-headed boy 
that left so long ago 


he still sees that dead face 
with wide brown eyes 

maybe dead by his own hand 
who knows? 


and every night 
| pray to Allah 
that both men 
will find peace 


one red, one dead 
because peace 
never will never find them here 
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Stardust 


| weep because 
you play 

the warmth is gone 

the candle is out 


| weep because we are 
all so 
young and beautiful and careless 


| weep because 
the chords you strike 
struck me 


| see how 
young and beautiful and careless 
you are 

like me 


and that it must end 
as everything does 
when the candle is gone 
and the warmth goes out 
the world continues 
and today sleeps away 
on the stardust of tomorrow 
so young, so beautiful 


careless 
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Spring 


Humid (bilan 
A dragonfly lands silently 
on the broken sill 


Wisterta 


| stepped outside 

and smelled wisteria 

wafting through the trees 
and | wondered 

When did the stars begin to burn? 
What stories do they whisper 
when we are all asleep? 

| remembered 

forgotten things 

And thought of my love 

who brings me 

brambles of nature 

to make me smile 


So | took a very deep breath 
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Recapturing Spring 


| distinctly remembered the Kroger’s sign being full of 
bird’s nests 


| would look up in wonder at the busy pigeon’s making 
their homes 

and think 

how nice it was of the Kroger sign to let them stay 


My school of dance miraculously disappeared 
so had the hedges along my old house 


The 99¢ store hadn’t changed though 
Neither had the couple who ran it 
still snipping at each other in Arabic 


| opened the door to the out-of-tune bells 

A cheap, aluminum balloon ironically cheered 
“Welcome Back!” 

in bright pink letters 


| grinned despite myself 


| could still see my chubby ten year-old self 
with thick brown braids 
and wide green eyes 


She would look over the shelves of 

cheap trinkets 

plastic toys 

Inevitably ending up at the jewelry counter 
in front of the cashier 

wanting to adorn her awkward fingers 

with the closest shiny bauble 


| almost bought a ring, just to remember 
the feel of a $1.06 in my hand 49 


| guess the owner noticed my nostalgic sigh 
because he asked 
“Are you looking for anything special?” 


| nodded my head and said 
“My childhood.” 


| closed the door to the 99¢ store 

up the walk from the vacant dance studio with empty 
ballet bars 

Down a couple of streets from my old house with no 
hedges 

and next to the old Kroger 

| looked up at the sign 

Now covered in mesh 


as | got into my car 


| wonder where the birds go 
when they’re not welcome any more 
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Love 


your lips were upon me 

you rise to greet me 

| touch my tongue with yours 
and taste myself in 

your mouth 


maybe this is what 

love should be 
finding yourself in someone else 
and learning to crave the flavor 
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Post Secret #16 


Sometimes there is so much sadness 
in the world 
that | can’t recognize happiness 
when it jumps in my lap 
and kisses me full on the mouth. 


Keeping Martha Little 


“But what happened Sissy?” 
earnest brown eyes concerned 
a delicate hand clenched 
flaxen curls framed her rosy face 


The older girl 
pale and dark 
pondered momentarily 
gazing at the weeping heroine on the screen 
her torn blouse 
and bitten shoulder 
as the marauders rode away 


“Why is she crying Sissy?” 
she asked again 
panic making her voice quiver 


The older girl sighed 

paused the movie and said 
“Martha, she’s crying because they held her down and 
tickled her too hard” 


“Oh, okay” 
she settled down again 
head resting softly on her sister’s 
shoulder 


The darker girl pulled her close 


wishing that someone had been there to keep her 
innocence safe 
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Salamander 
(tanka) 


Fire-eating lizards 

Of orange and red pebbled skin 

| dreamt of you before 

And now | see you constantly 
Scurrying on the edge of my mind 
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Dream Place 


Every now and then 
when | see you 


| want to wrap myself around you 

overwhelm your senses with mine 

Draw you into my world of dark orange and red ~ 
and let you taste 


| want to pull you down 

underneath warm layers of russet, brown and gold 
Engulf you with nag champa, rose and mint 

incense swirling through the air 

Wide windows thrown open to the sounds of the wood- 
ed night 

With my hand, pour you tankards of sweet sweet mead 
and run the liquid on your bottom lip 


| would bathe you in deep midnight blue water 
and lay you on cool sheets of forest green 
underneath my canopy 

Run my fingers through your hair 

watching firelight play over your skin 


Never before have | invited anyone to this place... 


Now and again | 
| hope desperately that you will stay 
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C herry Tree 


(haru) 

| met him under the cherry tree 

every afternoon 

when the air was thick from new-year blooms 
We played marbles 

on an old blanket 

whittled on our slingshots 

or threw pebbles into the brook 

He kissed me there and | hit him back 


(natsu) 
Every night, surrounded by rare summer cool 
we met at the cherry tree 

and clasped tightly 

| would gasp at his touch 

and he would sing softly to me 

He slipped a ring on my finger and kissed 
away moon-lit tears | 
We were young, and the fresh hardy 

foliage grew around us 


(aki) 
The cherry blossoms were falling away 
when | found him 

Sleeping at sunset 

| put my hand on my belly 

and smiled 

He pulled me down next to him, 

laying his head on my stomach 


and the three of us slept on the fallen blooms | 


i 
(fuyu) 
He slept one last time 
beneath the boughs 
| pushed the snow away from his headstone 
and stared at the lifeless limbs of the tree 
| brushed away graying hair from my wet cheek and 
sighed 
Cherry trees are not the same any more 
now that I am old 
and he Is gone 
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‘Season for Season" is a joy to read. Like 
Vivalais Four Seasons, Ms. Butler's poetry 
presents to us a Colorful and intense journey 
through the joyiul, sometimes traumatic land- 
scape of a changing year. The poets stark 
Images and concrete details fall on the page like 
musical notes, which build into keen insights 
about what tt means to be human. Looking 
through the poems yet again, | am struck by 
their maturity, and the breaath of structures and 
topics. Such things are rare ror a poet so early 
in what promses to be a successtul career. 


~trom Writer and Professor Mark Lewandowski 
of Indiana State University 
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